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Continued from Last Sunday
CHAPTER X.

Vitmm.

IH nthony Mid. wltli hi'
SHj hi b rery lose to hers.

Jra "you arc so overpuwerlngly beautl- -

IN ful that I am afraid of yon."
BHRl She was re lining in a i halse

longue among billon of cushions,
with her hare arms behind her

SH head. She laughed softly.
taBl "Afraid of me" Hots- - funny!'

Ai d ant laughed jgaim There was
a feint flavor of fnreignness to her
spec, h that gXVC H an enchanting
plQnanej, nnd her laugh w music.

"J "Haven't j ou found that men are,
afraid of you" he pressed, bending

'f?m 8 little nearer to her
J. Fl "Ye-es.- slie drawled languidly.

I her eyes veiled with an attempt at
reminiscent "There was a call-bo- y

once in a theatre where I sanf.
, . He WSB afraid to death of me"

That TkTt ion much for Anthony.
"Well, Tin no call-boy.- " he mur-'li-

mured thickly
'

jp He kissed her passionately and
her full lipn made magical response.
His nrm was about her neck and he
held bar close lppt her lips should

j fall awaj fi "in hi
"Vllma- - Vllma Villus'' Ik- mur-muie-

r.nrl ne-l- n he kissed her
with a savage, an almost brutal

and Vllma laughed
"W hat a wild boy you are' ' he

purred. She drew his head downIN again and imprinted a gentler kiss
on hi- - mouth. Anthony, with his
pulses thundering In his ears, was
still leaning over her, his eyes
feaslin. upon her beauty. She was

v wearing an exquisite shor evening
frock, black with a shimmer of gold
Qttlverlng through it. and her black
Uppers and silken ankles seemed

the essence of beauty to him The
deepened flush on her cheeks and
the somewhat disordered condition
of her hair made her Irresistibly

'IMf enticing.
d now," he said fo her.

mo-- mournfully, "what are you go-

ing in do with me?"
"Do with you?" and she gave a,

faltering little laugh, caressing and
deep down in her throat. He could
see the white skin over her neck
quivering "Why, I am going to be

f it very fond of you, my dear."
JqB "Going to he," be repeated dis-

coneolatelj "I am mad shout you
utterly mad "
' But 'hat as It should be," she

mummed "Do you think it would
be nice for me to throw myself at
your had?"

a., "No rear of that " be said a shade
gloomily, and she rippled with
Ian- - she knew herself to
be an nrllst.' 1 "Yon really are a dear, you

.J know ' gazed at him fondly
jfcr "Only a eek we have known
ffipj each Iher," he cried, jumninc from

bis hair and resting on the foot of
the chelae longue, "and it seems a

ja) lifetime simply because all life be- -

fore that doesn't eounf. How do
sr-- j such things happen?-- '

tSH "If von don't tske care. Anthony.
GmP I shall be terrlbh fond of you

talkin,: llfca that." she spoke slowly.
With laughing eyes He knelt down
beshi'1 her and kissed both her
hand-;- .

"Where did you learn that?' she
asked cajoling "What other wo-

men have there been?"
"There's never been anybody tint II

1 1 met yon," and the sincerity of his
tone senuinely touched her.

"Ah. well " she covered her query
soothingly. "I did not mean to ark
that Voile! Here we ere what
does ?n thing iso matter?" She
felt ahe '.v3- - quite able to facp his
pest. "A ren t you glad we dined
to niKbt ! So sweet'"

'VA That's hardly the word
rani "Weil v bat is the word then?'"

' OJi. do:;'t knot.' I'm too happy
IjH for word."
A .ii really happy, desr?

Why don't you smile then" You
lool" fust little sod now' She

;'Jj caressed Ills' head with her soft
H fingers.
H "That's for the past before we

tM knew each other."
fl "My dear boy," she protested

ij earnestly, "you must not think of
that The first thing you have to
learn is to live for the day Let's

i:M be happy, hepp: while we can"
To Anthony she seenied the

of J. y Her very afraof-pb'-r- e

'.- happlUeaa Her beaulv
her drc: hct rooms o'.l blended
Into a liavmony so delicate thai he
could not have pnl into words the
senauoua pleasure of ii. The polish
of the furniture 'he iose tints of

:1m the mom, the hangings, the soft
tH llaht diffuaed bj the ioe-shade-

iJR lamps all merged Into the har- -

mo'i netting. A little mar-
I j, ble Venus, an exquisite thing, faced

iei on the top of the escritoire, and
mm , 'ilma was to Anthony more beauti

ful than the ieathless goddess of
love, ic: Vllma was soft and throb-
bing with life All his previous ex-

istence, he felt, bod been but a pre--

H luds to this.
Wild desiref obsessed him sud- -

dcn! 'o give her everything to
preaenl her with costly and beauti-
ful objects, to shower things upon
her. to surround her with vol
greater Hut he realized
abruptly that he was only a clerk
in the customers' room of Cass Lig- -

H gett Co.
'What are you thinking about0"

he queried softly, noting his
H reverie.

" Iboul you, of course' be said.
H "What about me?"

"Oh. the things T should like tou give vou. to do for you. to serve
HH "Thai's very pretty. " she said
H "nut I don't want anything, dear
H boy. Your affection Is very sweetH to me."

"i want you to wear it," he
said, determinedly clasping it

mmmmmmmmmi HHtlabout her neck, "and say you
be to

,

"That's Uha vou " was all be could
say.

"Come." !ie urged cayly, draw-
ing h!lH neare, :o liei. "Tell me
something about yourself, your litr

your dreams."
' My dreams you are the best of

il my dreams." he told her, "and
I don't want to wake up "

"How love-ly!-" he cooed with
laughter "Well, talk to me in vonr
fleep then "

Haltingly, even jerkily at llrst, b
told her something of life In the
weatera country. In Little Rapid-H- e

gained in confidence as be talked
and Vilmn was a trained and capa-
ble listener to storle of men's lives

Among his omissions fig-
ured 6e1a and Gra - Thomas His
college life he slurred over quickiv.
for he was alread experienced
enough fo perceive that the Intere--o- f

that is small for any one but tho
rollegiAn Mmseir To other-- - it con
vers the impression of grown
man In leading strings, and that is
never an exhilarating '!( t r,r

He tote! her something
of his newspaper ork and of his
coming to Cass Llggott's.

"So von re " he concluded,
dull and uninteresting has been my
life Until I me' you it simply
deesx't count at all."

"Rut oher women,1' she pro
tested, "what about them? Surelv
there must have been some others?"

s

"Oh. 1 suppose so." i c gave a
confused laugh, "one oi t vo girls
but nothing of any consequence."

"Ah, that is better.' smiled.
"But never mind," she murmured
tender!., "if you don't want to tell
me I don't wish to hear about
them!" She had no desire to es-
tablish a Drecedent for confidences
In kind. And she drew him to her
and kissed him almost maternally.
Then suddenly, almost roughly
pushing him from her with both
hands, she murmured:

"And now you must go. dear boy
you really must "

The next morning Anthonys
work in tiie office of Cass Liggett
& Co. alternated between fits of
zealous attention and mood of ab-
straction Anthony had manv
things to perturb Mm. He had
grown consciously older during the
last four weeks. His homesickness
for the en;y Mowing exhtenoe of
the newspaper office, for Its air of
constant eiement and ffciyety.
had not quite worn off even now
He knew the excruciating pain of
the lover wondering bow the wo-
man hn loves Is spending her time.
Newspaper men ore perhaps no
cleverer than others, but they cer-
tainly nr. more disillusioned. So
far indeed does disillusion often go
with them that In the fullness of
time they frequently arrive at the

'

exaggerated state of sentimentality,
as though life were revenging itself
for too intimate a knowledge of Us

side Anthony had nc,f

reached that passage into Nirvana.
He was still young enough to let
his newly acquired worldly wisdom
trouble him, in flashn even in his
own intimate llfo as thoush that
life were somebody else's. He wa
aware that a woman like Vllma
Vanleer had not sat in a bower,
maidenly expectant of his coming.
She had traveled and lived muih In
the cosmopolitan world. With vio-
lence, however, he kept thrusting
such obtrusive notions awav from
him.

Also, he had not yet written to
Jim Howard of the step he had
taken in changing from tho paper
to the broker. That he reluctantly
recognized ay Ma firai and immedi-
ate obligation.

There was a customer in the
office, a retired button maker
named Judd, who did more talking
and icss buying than almot any

one olse in the room. Having
given up a lifetime of office routine
because he was bought out by a
( inpctilor. Judd, a man of sixty,
never cleanly shaven, with a strag-
gling, nicotine stained gray mous-
tache, and a half chewed, unlimited
cigar hanging dejectedly from bis
teeth, had made Llggett's his office,
because to come to an office daily
was an imperious need of his na-
ture. Heretofore ho had confined
his conversation to his follow

Hut ince Anthony's ad-
vent he had singled him out as a
recipient for bis and

"Son," he remarked to Anthony
from under his hat
brim that morning "you mark my
words, this is a time to sell."

"All right, Mr. Judd." was tho
reply, "what shall we sell for you?"

"For me? Notbin". Hut voil son
you look downright troublea as

if you was long of stocks. Sell 'em,
I say, and take your loss "

"I haven't a share of stock In the

world." laughed Anthony mirlU-leaal-

"1 never speculate."
The old man winked and his

damaged cigar Jerked be' ween his
lips.

Us'" lie said. "Every broker
speculates. They say they don't,
but they do llowpvor If so be you
don't, son. then I II tell you what's
the matter with you "

"There's not a thing the matter
with me"

"Von re In love!" cried th old-ma- n

exultantly "In love that's
what It is "

Anthony smiled wearily and
shook his head.

"They're only two things really
bother a voung man." pursued
Juddj "one's money, the other's
women. Put voursolf wlterc tliey
can't touch you and you'll be" -

"In jail or dead." laughed
ruefully.

"Happy, I was goln' to say," went
on the old man solemnly; "but
maybe you're right Maybe the
only way to steer clear of money
n, women l j to ho in Jail or dead."

"Gracious! Vou are cheerful to-

day, Mr. .Judd!"

i '
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"Well, this ain't a cheerful world,
son."

Anthony contrived to elude him,
but he found himself wistfully re-

garding his careless, happy state of
few weeks ago. when life was so

much leas complex
Ten minutes later, however,

every cloud on his horizon had van-

ished into the empjrean Vilma
bad called blm up and, with due
regard to the ears of tho telephone
girls and switchboard operators,
had informed Mm that sho was
happy as the day was long and that,
instead of going out to dinner, they
would 'nave a bile of supper that
evening in her apartment.

Tho day wore on for him In a
turbulent complexity. There were
consultations with Liggett, talks
With other customers besides the
garrulous Judd, acceptance of or
ders, both 'n thG office and over
the telephone for buying and sell-
ing, and a discreet notification of
the customers that their orders had
been executed The wlreB, with the
hidden telephone clerk to direct
them, seemed to be the agen'.s of
that office, as they are of moat

rokeragc offices. Somewhere in

a central reservoir called the Stork
Exchange, from which those wire;
radiated, was the source of all of
these financial transactions varying
in scope from a few shares to sev
oral thousands. A mysterious per--

sonage at the source called the
floor member kept tho flow, bark- -

ward and forward, of executed or I

dors, it was a remarkable meb- - H
anism and still Hbsorblngly novel M
to Anthony.

"ass l.lKgen himself came fre-
quently from his private room Intome customers' mom wotehing theboard chatting with comerswa ching Anthonv. sucgesMnc, ad-vising in brief frlendlv often mon- - MOSyllabic words for he did not ex- - Mpect too much. H
tn"An v

f. Tl1?'" hu commentpartner in nn inner roomGive him a year or two and he'llmake a good broker" p

tJ"SL n,st rp,lef Anthonv lftafternoon withoutlingering after the bloie ormarket for .the snioko ,ln,, ,

ehat over the da-y- batUe h!onged to be by himself He'hafMJ d generally wed I
BOIOUS e0f,hef tVh W0n

undercrnnnd M
Sf, He ,m,1t be bV himselfhe could think
srrmr;oW,9riteh Jlm 4'

How she l!ad kissed him'bow lovingly her soft arms-th- o"efragrant arms!-h- ad encircled himThere never was cnrh a r
perr. me as a woman who had beenon the s age Simplicity was allvery well, but adornment wns awomnns natural province, andv llma v.an an artist In it shallbe'terribly fond of yon" che' hadHid of hinj. Why had she(Alton this fancy to him'? The,,.'hlngs were inexplicable happilv
the oparation of mysterious lneiuc- -
table forces

A few week. a;o he would nothave dreamed that ho couldmake love to such a woman Hehad dtamed of brilliant possiblli- - I

Ilea, of beautiful women, vaguelyfar in the distant and beckomng
future, but not so soon. Yethere was the reality. . wasit a reality or was it a dream?
ri'h waa astonishingly, inexplicably

There was that letter to Jim.Well, luckily he was his own mas-ter. He had gone Into Cass Liggett
Co. because he wanted to do itVho should say him nav? A manhas to follow hs own line ,,f de- - I

veloped in accordance with Ll3tastes aud temperament.
fPor a Jong time, it seemed to

h m he sat trooding in his room,
hi- - consciousness now expanding to

t vague dreams, now contract- -
"iff to a pin's point Then, on a
sudden, he seized pen and paper
nnd wrote a friendly, affectionate aCharming letter to Jim. He hadembraced this opportunity, he said.In order to acquire some notion ofbusiness and finance. "There's anewspaper man here in New York "
he wrote, "one of the best and mosl
successful ones, who says thatthere are two things In which the
American people are more inter-este-

than in anvthing else, andthese things are money and poli-
tics A newspaper man has to un-
derstand both " Hp made no apol-
ogies and no specific excuses He
simply concluded his letter with
cordiality and warmth.

That letter accomplished, hesighed with a profound sense of ifl
relief. It had been hanging over '

him like a confession oi an income
tax return, and now he felt himself
free and shriven Without dressing
forma.!!? he changed his gray office
clothes to a dark blue costume he
affcted. and went forth info the

wintry evening. The nipping
air was no more eager than he. for
nothing is more eager than a young
man's feet on tho way to a tryst.

Vilma's apartment was in For
tleth street, overlooking Bryant
Park, and Anthony's first lmpulso
was to take the Fifth avenue bus
But at that precise moment anv
vehicle was too cramped to contain
him He must walk. The lights of I

Fifth avenue stirred him to remt'
of Grace Thomas, for he

remembered tho first time he had
eeen them. A remote age that
seemed to be. In the background
and abysm of time. He smiled to
himself.

"Experience!" he whispered to
the night, as though softly invok-in-

a dread and tutelary deity, a
Setebos, a god to be feared and
held in awe. yet blindly, devotedly
worshipped.

The moment he approached Vi-
lma's door, however, the turbulence
of his emotions swept all other
thoughts aside He had flown up
the three flights to the apartment.
The building had no elevator. It
was very discreet Vou rang tho
bell downstairs, and by the time
you walked up to the correct apart
ment a door would be slightly ajar
and half a face visible. Recogni-
tion, the door would open and close
and you wore in Paradise.

It was not Vllma but Leonie who
opened the door. Leonie, the
cheery and trusted French maid of
all work, who came by the day, kept
Vilma's apartment in order, cooked
for her upon occasion, and even
dressed her when need was Ex-

cept to the solid and respectable
householder all servant problems
are solvable In New York

"Monsieur." said Leonie with
dignity, as she admitted

him, and noiselessly she disap
pearod into herskltchenette, a room

(Continued on Ncjf Page)
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